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PSALM III. 


EHOLD, my God, what num'rous foes 
With dire intent my (teps incloſe, 
While, fluſh'd with hope, the impious Band 
In haughty triumph round me ſtaad: 
„Lo! there, they cry, our obv:cus . ity, 
Ahe wretch, whom God has caſt away.“ 


But fee Omnipotence my ſhield ! 

My head aloft by Thee vpicld, 

Thy fav'ring beams around me ſhine; 
Thou, Lord, from Stos's hallow'd ſhrine 
With kind regard ſhalt hear wy cry, 

And inſtant grant the wiſh'd 1cply. 


Oppreſs'd with toil, I ſouglit repoſe, 
I laid me down, I flevt, I rote; 
For Thou my God, wert waking ftill, 
To guard my flumb'ring head from ill. 
Tnough Myriads, leagu'd, againſt me riſe, 
My heart {cure their rage defies. 

A 2 


4 PSALM... 


4 Thy aid, bleſt Lord, indulgent yield: 
Oft, as ] trod the doubtful feld, 
Lach hoilile check has felt thy Hroke; 
Thy rod their teeth vindictive broke ; 
O yield (nor ſhall I atk in vain,) 
That oft experienc'd aid again. 


5 Ti impending ſtorm my God aſſwage; 
Tis thine to quell their impious rage, 
*T'is thine, great God, tis thine to fave 
Thy Servants trom th' expecting grave, 
*I is thine to bleſs them flom above, 
And crown them with eternal Love. 


PSALM IV. 


I EFENDER of my rightful cauſe, 
While angviſh from my boſom draws 
The deep-felt figh, the ceaſcleis pray'r, 
O make thy ſervant ſtill thy care. 
That aid, which oft my griefs has heal'd, 
That aid again, intreated, yield. 


2 How long, ye ſons of pride, how long 
Shall falſhood arm your impious tongue? 
How long ſhall ſecret love of ill 
To wretched malice prompt your will, 
And erring rage your breaft inflame, 

My pow'r to thwart, my acts defame ? 


3 To God my heart ſhall vent its woe, 
Who, prompt his bleſſings to beſtow 
On each whole breaſt has learn'd his fear, 
Bows to my plaint the willing ear. 
Him wouldſt thou pleaſe? With rev'rent awe 
Obſerve the dictates of his Law. 


4 In ſecret on thy couch reclin'd 
Search to its depth thy reſtleſs mind, 
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Till lni%'d 'o peace the tumult lie, 


| And wrath and trite within thee die. 
With purett gitts approach his ſhrine, 
| And late to Him thy care reſign. 


5 I kar a hopeleſs train demand, 
&©& Where's no the with'd Deliv'rer's hand? 
Do IJ hou, my God, do Thou reply, 
And let thy pretence from on high 
In tull eſfuſton o'er our head 
Its uil-entr'ning influence ſhed. 


6 What joy my conſcious heart o'erflows ! 
Not fuck tt exulting Jarier knows, 
When to lus long expecting cyes 
The vintage and the harveits riſe, 

And, fradowing wide the cultur'd ſoil, 
V ith full requital cruwn his toil, 


7 My weary eyes in ſleep I cloſe, 
" EY My limhs, fecure, to reſt compole; 
For Thau, great God, ſhalt ſcreen my head, 
And plant a guard around my bed, 
Thy choicelt gifts (halt bid me ſhare, 
And make my ſafety ſtill Thy care. 


I £ has” words that from my lips proceed, 
My thoughts (for Thou thoſe thoughts 
canſt read,) 
My God, my King, attentive weigh, 
| And hear, O hear me, when I pray. 


we 


| 2 Withearlieſt zeal, with wakeful care, 
To Thee my foul ſhall pour its pray'r, 
And, eber the dawn has ſtreak'd the fky, 
10 Thee duet its louging eye: 
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3 To Ther, whom nought obſcur'd by ſtain 
Can pleale; whole doors to feet protanc 

Incxorable ttand; whole Law 

Offenders trom thy fight ſhall awe. 


4 Let exch whoſe tongue to lies is turn'd, 
Who leffous of decent has learn'd, 
Or thirſts a brother's blood to ſhed, 
Thy kate and heavieit vengeance dread. 


5 But 1, whoſe hope thy Love ſupports, 
(How creat thit Love!) will tread thy Courts, 
My knees in lowiielt rev'rence bend, 
And tow'rd thy ſhrine my hands extend. 


6 Do Thou, juſt God, my path prepare, 
Anu guard me from cach hoſtile ſnare; 
O lend me thy conducling ray, 

And level to my Reps thy way. 


7 Bchold me by a troop inclos'd, 
Of fulſiood and of guilt compos'd, 
Whoſe heart with impious fury fraught, 
Cloſely conccals their inward thought. 


8 Their throat a ſepulchre diſplays, 
Deep, wide, infatiatez in their praiſe 
Lui ks flatt'ry, and with ſpecious art 
Belics the purpoſe of their heart, 


9: O let the miſchiefs they intend 
Retorted on themſelves deſcend, 
And let thy wrath correct their fin, 
Whole heaits thy mercy fails to win. 


10 May all who truſt in Thee, employ 
Their gratetul voice in ſongs of joy, 
Ar thase the gifts on thoſe beitow'd, 
Who love the name of JacoB's God, 


- 


\ 
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PSALM: V. 


11 To each, who bears a guiltleſs heart, 
Thy grace its bleſſing ſhall impart; 
Strong - as the brazcn "ſhield, thy aid 
Alound him caſts its cov "ring ſliade. 


PSALM XIII. 


T OW long {hall J, my God, in vain, 
Preit by a weig ht of grirts, cemptein ? 
day, ſhali I hnk in deep velpain, 
For ever baviin'd from thy care ? 


2 Condcmn'd thy abſent beams to mcurn 
Still to divided counſels turn 
My lab'ring thought, and hear the fue 
Exulting triumph in my woe ? 


3 Thy Suppliant's voice attentive weigh, 
And bid, O bid, thy heav'nly ray 
With healing influence o'er me 1ilc, 
E'er death's dark ſlumber clue my eyes. 


4 What tranſport would my fall impart 
To each incens'd oppoſer's keart, 

V ho would their every art address 

The F end of peace and truth t'oppreſs! 


c Behold, the hoſtile tongue would cry, 
«« Rencath my fect bchoid him lie, 
„The wietch that, haſting to his end, 
«With pow'r ſuperior durſt contend.“ 


6 But, while the:r ceaſeleis threats I hear, 
Thy mercy, Lord, diſpels my feat; 
My hopes on thy Salvation reſt, 
Aud fill with conſcious joy any bi caſt. 


2 PSALM XIII. 


75 Well plcas' the mercy to proclaim, 
To Thee, inſtinct with holy flame, 
To 'I hoe my tongue from day to day 
Shall meditate the grateful lay. 


F.* AL M. XV. 


1 WBI ſnall tow'rd thy choſen ſeat 
Turn in glad approach his feet? 

Who ſhal! at Thine Altais bend? 
Who to Stox's Hill aſcend? 
Vo, preat God, a welcome Gueſt, 
On that hallow'd Mountain reſt ? 
He whole heart Thy Love has warm", 
He whoſe Will, to Thine conform'd, 
Bidz his Life unſullied run, 
And whoie word and thought are one. 


He who ne'er with cruel aim 
Secks to wound an honeſt fame, 
Nor with gloomy joy poſſeſs'd 
Can a Brother's peace moleſt, 

Or to Slander's tongue ſevere 
Stoops with eaſy faith his ear: 
Who from ſervile terror free 
Spurns at thoſe who ſpurn at Thee, 
And to each who Thee obeys 
Love and lowlieſt rev'rence pays. 


* 


3 What he ſwears, with ſted faſt will 
To his loſs he ſhall fulfill, 
Nor by avaritious loan 
Make the poor man's bread his own; 
Nor can bribes his ſentence guide 
'Gainſt the guiltleſs to decide. 
He who thus, with heart unſtain'd, 
Treads the path by Thee ordain'd, 
He, great God, ſhall own thy care, 
And thy conſtant bleſſing ſhare, 
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PSALM XVII. 


O Thee, the Judge inthron'd on high, 
Shall injur'd Innocence apply: 
O let my pray'r by T hce be heard, 
From undiſſembling lips prefer'd; 
O let my Doom from Thee proceed, 
And gracious mark the upright deed. 


When night's dark ſhades were round me pour'd, 
Thy thoughts my ſpirit have explor'd ; 
Say, to thy all-diſcerning eyes 
Tf aught of guilt within me 1iſe, 
If offer'd violence and wrong 
Have urg'd to Sin my thoughtleſs tongue. 


Tavght by thy Word my ſtedfaſt mind 
Has each nefarious path declin'd; 
et) fill my Guardian, ſtill my Guide, 
Forbid my wav ring feet to ſlide. 
To Thee {ior Thou the pray'r canſt hear,) 
To Thee my ſuppliant voice I rear. 


O treat me not with cold diſdain, 
Nor let my vows return in vain, 
Do Thou, whoſe hand th' oppreſſor quells, 
And each invading pow'r repells 
From Him whoſe hopes on Thee repoſe, 
To Me thy wondrous grace diſcloſe. 


What care the pupil of the eve 
Demands, that care to Me apply, 
Let thy prevailing beams diſpel, 
The Clouds of grief that o'er me dwell ; 
«© And kcep, O keep me, King of Kings, 
© Beneath thy own almighty wings.“ 


6 Rich in my ſpoils, with murth'rous hate 


A pamper'd Croud uy me wait, 


PS AL AM XVII. 


10 


Their heart, with impious fury ſtung, 

To mad p:-{umption prompts their tongue; 
Pride on their neck its chain has bound, 
And violence invelts them round. 


With watchful look they mark my way, 
As lurk:, expetant of the prey, 
The Lion, or his tawny biood 
To rapine born, and nurs'd in blood; 
Rite, Lord, and let me, by thy aid 
Preſerv'd, their threat'ning jaws evade. 


With ſword unſheath'd, and lifted hand, 
Preventive cruſh the lawleſs Band, 
Whoſe Days, with Life's fuil bleflings fraught, 
To Earth's low ſcene confine their thought; 
Whoſe eyes a num'rons race behold, 
To heir their heaps of treatur'd gold. 


% 


Far other bliſs my foul ſhall own, 
A biils to guilty minds unknown. 
O! when, awaken'd by thy care, 
Thy face I view, thy image bear, 
How ſhall my breaſt with tranſport glow, 
What ful! delight my heart o'erflow ! 


PSALM XIX. 


OD the Heav'ns aloud proclaim 
brough their wide-extended frame, 
And ths Firmament each hour 
Speaks the wonders of his pow'r. 


Day to the ſvcceeding day 
Joys the notice to convey, 
Ar: the Nights, in ceaſeleſs round, 
Each to each repeat the ſound, 


3 Prompt, without or ſpeech or tongue, 
In his praiſe to form the ſong; 


\ 


PSALM AIX. 11 


Jo the Lord they riſe the Theme, 
Who ct Gods is God lu premy. 


4 Pleas'd to hear their voice extend 
Fir as to her utmoſt er !, 
Furth the Licav'n-tanght knowledge boaſts 
Through her wany-languig'd cage, 


— 


While the Sun above her head 
Sces his tabernac}: frca, 
And frum out his chimber bright 
| Like a Bride;roo:2 {rings to hol 


| 6 See him with gigantice pace 

| Jo vous Fun bis duitrn'd r 0 
See him ev*ry brealt to cheat 
Paſs thro' Ileav'n in (wilt career; 


Now to fartheſt regions borne 
Onward ſpeed, and now return, 
And to All, with welcome ray, 
Life and genial warmth convey. 
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8 Warmth and life each thankful heart, 
Feels thy Law, great God, impart, 
Clear from ev'ry ſpot it ſhines, 

| And the guilt-ſtain'd Thought refines, 


- 


9 Truths firm baſe its frame upholds, 
While it Myſteries unfolds, 
Which the childlike mind explores, 
And to heav'nly ſcience ſoars. 


19 Preſt with ſorrows, doubts, and fears, 
What like this the ſpirit chears, 
Big with acts that ſhall ſuggeſt, 
Endleſs mirth to ev'ry brealt ? 
B 2 


12 PSALM R. 


11 What ſo perfect, what ſo pure? 
What to Reaſon's eye obſcure 
Can ſuch wond'rous light afford, 
As the dictates of thy Word? 


12 Where thy Fear its fruit mature<, 
(Fruit, that endleſs vears endures, 
There the mind, to Vice a foe, 
Pants thy bleſt Decrees to know. 


23 There the mind to virtne ſworn 
Nought its purpoſe, Lord, can turn, 
And (its will to thine ſubdu'd,) 
Owns them wiſe, and juſt, and good. 


14 Nor can Gold ſuch worth acquire 
From the ſev'nth exploring fire, 
Nor the labour of the bees 
E'er in ſweetneſs vie with theſe. 


15 Taught by Them, thy Servant's breaſt 
Joys the Bleſſings to atteſt 
Heap'd on thoſe whoſe hearts ſincere 
Learn thy Precepts to revere. 


16 Beſt Inſtructor, from thy ways 
Who can tell how oft he ſtrays? 
Save from error's growth my mind, 
Leave not, Lord, one root behind. 


57 Purge me from the guilt that lies 
Wrapt within my heart's diſguiſe; 
Let me thence, by Thee renew'd, 
Each preſumptuous fin exclude. 


18 So my lot ſhall ne'ex be join'd 
With the Men whoſe impious mind, 
Fearleſs of thy juſt command, 
Braves the yengeance of thy hand. 


Te 
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PSALM XIX. 


19 Let my tongue, from error free, 
Speak the words approv'd bv 1 hes; 
To thy all-obſerving eyes 
Let my thoughts accepted riſe. 


20 While IT thus thy name adore, 
Ant thy healing grace implore, 
Bleſt Redeemer, bow thine ear, 
God my Strength, propitious heat, 


PSALM XX. 


I AY He whom Heav'n and Earth obe 
Regard thee in the dreadiv! day, 
Nay Jacosr's Lord above thy head 
His own victorious banner ipread. 


2 May He from out his hallow'd ſhriwn 
Reach tv thy aid the hand divine, 
And ſtrength into thy ſoul inſtil 
From beauteous Stok's favour'd hill. 


3 Tiere may thy incenſe to the ſkies 
In ſweet memorial ever riſe ; 
Thy victims there in ſmoke aſpire, 
Touch'd by his own celeſtial fire. 


4 May He thy ev'ry thought approve, 
May He indulgent from above 
His wonted Benefits impart, 
And grant the wiſhes of thine Heart; 


5 In all thy dangers intervene 
White We, his great Salvation ſeen, 
Aſſiſt thy joy, thy triumphs ſhare, 
And bleſs the God who hears thy pray r. 


6 I ſee, I fee th' Almighty ſhed 
His bleſſings on th anointed head, 


14 PS ALM XX. 


Attentive from his holy Heav'n 
Protect the crown Himfeif has giv'n. 


I ſee th. Almighty, to thy foes 
His ail fubriuing ftrengrh oppoſe, 
And, cioth'4 with mercy, reach his Hand 
Jo tave thee trom tac impious band. 


8 Theſe urge to Fight the rattling Car, 
And Thoſe the fiery Steed prepare, 
Unenvied Both by Us, who ſce 
Our ime defence, great God in Thee. 


9 Drir'n by ſuperior force they fly, 
Or, fall'n, in heaps promiſcuous lie, 
While Ve our heads cxuiting raiſe, 
And ling our great Deliv'rer's praiſe. 


10 O, when we praiſe, and wien we pray, 
Do Thou, whom Heav'n and Earth obey, 
Accept the praiſe, confirm the pray'r, 
And make our fafety {till thy care. 


PSALM XXIII. 


1 O, my Shepherd's hand divine! 
Want ſhall never more be mine. 

In a paſture fair and large 
He ſha!l feed his happy Charge, 
And my couch with tend'reſt care 
"Midit the ſpringing crais prepare. 
When I faint with ſummers heat, 
He ſhall lead my weary fcet 
To th: ftreams that ſtill and flow 
Through the verdant meadow flow. 


2 He my ſoul anew ſha!l frame, 
And, tis mercy to proclaim, 


PS AL M XXIII. 


When through devious paths I ray, 
Teach my lte ps the better way, 
Though the dreary vale I ucant 

By the ſhades of ueatit Ucripreoad, 
There I Walk from terror tree, 
While iy ev'ry with I ice 

By thy rod and ttoatt tupplic, 

This my guad, and that my guide. 


While my foes are gazing on, 
Thou thy fav ring cure hit henen 
Thou my plenteo: 1s bosre nat tp — 
Thon with oil refreſhe d my head; 
Fili'd by Thee my cup oer floss; 
For thy Love no limit knows ; 
Conſtant, to my Intcit cual 
This my foortteps ſhall attend, 

And ſhall bid thy hallow'd Done 
Yield me an eternal home. 


PS AL M- XXIV. 
ARTH, big with Empires, to thy Reign 


Submits, great God, its wide domain; 
Whate'er this Ord's vaſt hoiinds confine, 
By juſt poticiton, Lord, is thine : 


That Orb amid the wat'ry wall 
Thy hands, _w_ architect, have 7 d, 
And bid th” untathomalle De 
Beneath its d foundations fleey, 


Lord, wao ſhall to thy hill aſcend ? 
Or who thy hallow'd Dom: attend? 
There joyiul find a {we abode, 
Aud own the preſer e of his God. 


Whoſe hands and heart from guilt are free, 
Who nc'er to idols bow'd the knee, 


15 Pr . 


Nor ſtudious of deccit, would try C 
By oatns to contecrate a lye. 


5 On fuch th' Aimighty from above 
Shall heap the victhngs of his Love, 
And, pur,,'d from fiu's tranſmithve Hain, 24 
AGnn them to his lacied Fane. 


6 <Euch only form the choſen Choir, o 
Wnoſe feet, with licens'd itcp, atpire 4 I: 
To viſit S10N's bleſt Abode; 
Who ſeck the face of JaACoB's God. | A 
7 Lift, lift your heads, each hallow'd Gate, | 
Alot:, with ſudden ſpring, your weight, 3 H 
Ye everlaſting Portals, rear ; | 
Behold the King of glory near. | H 
8 And who this King of glory? ſay. | O 
The Lord who bears th' eternal fway, | 
Who, cloth'd with ſtrength, to war deſcende, | v 
And conqueit on his {word attends. 4 
9 Lift, lift your heads each hallow'd Gate, 4 B 
Aloft, with ſudden ſpring, your weight, 
Ye everlaſting Portals, rear ; ' T 
Behold the King of glory near, 
{ 
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10 And who this King of glory? ſay. 
The God whom Heav*n's high Hoſts obey: v 
In Him that King of glory view, 

And yield to Him the homage due. 


PSALM XXVI. 


1 E thou my judge: thy ſearching eyes 
My guiltleſs life have known: 
On Thee my ſteadfaſt foul relies, 
Nor Hear of lapſe ſhall owa. 


PS AL M l. 17 


O ſearch me ſtill ; my heart, my reins, 
With ſtricteſt view ſurvey : 

Thy Love. great God, my hope ſuſtains, 
Thy Truth dircits my way. 


_— 


2 The houſe of guile, and ſeat of lies, 
With ftudious care I ſhun : 
From Crouds that impious deeds deviſe 
My fteps abhorrent run. 

4 In innocence I waſh my hands, 
Thy altar compalis round, 

Ard grateful lead the ſacred Bands, 

| Whoſe hymns thy a&s reſound. 


Thy threſhold have I trod! 
How lov'd the Comts whoſe walls inſhrine 
The Glory of my God ! 
O let m2 not the vengeance ſhare, 
| That waits the guilty Tribe, 
| Whoſe murth'rous hands each miſchief dare, 
41 And graſp the offer'd bribe : 


| 3 How oft, inſtin& with warmth divine, 
| 
| 


The path by Thee prepar'd, 
Thy beams of mercy on my head, 
And round me plant a guard. 
Thou, Lord, my ſteps haſt fix'd aright, 
And pleas'd ſhalt hear my tongue 
With IszaEL's thankful Sons unite 
To form the feſtal Song. 


| 4 But pour, O pour, while thus I tread 
p 
4 


PSALM XXVIII. 
1 G my Strength, to Thee I pray; 


Turn not Thou thine ear away; 
Leit, while to thy Suppliant's cry 
Thou thy anſwer ſhalt deny, 
C 


18 PS ALM XXVII. 


Sudden I my place aſſume 

"Md tie tenants of the tomb, 
Gracious to my ve ws attend, 

While the kumble knee | bend, 
And, infpir'd with holy feat, 
Tow'rd thy ſhrine my hands uprear. 


Give me not thy wrath to know, 
Nr to tel the verng: tui blow 
By th; jult veces aign'd 
1o the Men of rnpious mind, 
M ho, then weaits intent on wrong, 
Smooth with Les their venom'd tongue. 
Let whate'er their thoughts devizz, 
( I hus aloud thy Jultice cries, ) 
What their ruthleis arm has dar'd, 
Meet from Thee its full reward: 


While thy wrath with ſteady pace 
Step by ftep their teet ſhall trace, 
And, though now their ſtubborn ear 
Shun thy wond'rous acts to hear, 
Teach them to confeſs thy pow'r, 
Shatter'd like the Heav'n-ftruck Tow'r, 
That before th' aſtoniſh'd fight, 
Stooping from its airy height, 
Midſt the thunder's awful roar, 
Fails to be rebuilt no more, 


4 Let me (for with pitying ear 

God my pray'r has deign'd to hear,) 
Let me thanks perpetual yield ; 

He my Strength, and He my Shield, 
On his long-experienc'd aid 

See my hope tor ever ſtay'd, | 
While my heart, with joy poſſeſs'd, 
Dances in my throbbing breiſt, 

An4 my ond ue in grateful lays 
Conlecrates io Him its praiſe. 


—_— 


/ 


Un, 
A i. e TY £Z 1 8 


Ne 


PSALM XXVIII. 19 


5 Thon whoſe arm is o'er us ſpread, 
P.ompt to guard th' anvinted head, 
And from each invailer's hand 
Vindicate thy choſen Lan, 

Save thy People from diſtreſs, 
And thy Patrimony bleſs! 

Give them Lord, thy Love to thre, 
Feed them with a Shepherd's care, 
An their pow'r to Jate!t days 

Oer their toes ttiumphant raite. 


PS ALM XXX. 


I OW bleſt the man, whoſe conſcious gef 
From Thee, great God, has found relick ; 
Whoſe guilt thy boundlets Love has veil'd, 
His fears compos'd, his weaknets licai'd ; 


. TIN... Do 


1 2 To whom tu off:n:es of his hand 


| No longer now imputed and, 
Who learns thy precepts to rcvere, 


W hoſe heart is pure, whole tongue ſincere. 


3 While deep within my lab'ring hreaſt 
My mad its dire diſeate ſup; reis' 4, 
Inceſſant groans, that ſhun'd controu!, 
Betray'd the anguiſh of my foul. 


4 See Age-anticipating Care 
My joints difſulve, my it -gth impair , 
Relentleſs fiom my cheek cache tice 
Of youth and blooming health er..':, 


When Night extends its duſky cone, 
Benzath thy terrors, Lord, I groan ; 
The ſh1des anon retreatii g tee ; 
- #* And Day to Al; re'tor'd, but Me, 
| C2 


20 PS ALM XXXII. 


6 Behold my frame with drought conſum'd, 
That late with youthtul vigour bloom'd; 
Such diought the blaſted fields betray, 
Beneath the dog-tar's burning ray. 


7 My humbled Soul its crimes ſhall own : 
Behold me bow before thy Tone, 
To Thee my inmolt guilt diſcloſe, 
And in thy boſom pour my woes. 


8 But lo! while yet my hands I rear, 
The voice of mercy to my ear 
Deſcends, and whiſp'ring peace within 
Confirms the pardon ef my fin. 


9 For this ſhill All who Thee adore, 
E'er vet the dav of grace be o'er, 
To Thee with ſtedfaſt hope repair, 
To Thee prefer th' unwearied pray'r: 


10 So when affliction's tempeſts riſe, 
And heave the hillows to the ſkiee, 
They, ſafe in Thee, the ſtorm ſhall brave, 
And diſtant view the madding wave. 


31 When various griefs my ſoul ſurround, 
In Thee my ſure retreat is found; 
Thy wiſh'd Salvation meets my eyes, 
And ſongs of triumph round me riſe. 


12 Come, from thy God inſtruction learn ; 
While, prompt ſrom error's path to turn 
Thy teet, thy ev'ry ſtep I (can, 

Let Reaſon's ule beſpeak the Man; 


13 Nor imitate the Steed and Mule, 
Whole brutal mouth, averſe to rule, 
To guard thee from their rage, muſt feel 
The forcetul icin, and cui bing ſteel, 


14 


PS ALM XXXII. 


14 What pangs the impious Tribe await, 
While hope and joy his heart dilate, 
Who trulits in Thee, O King of Nings, 
And INercy round him ſpread her wings! 


15 Ye Saints, exulting litt your voice, 
Ye pure of mind in Him 1epvice, 

Whoſe preſence on the ſoul impreſs'd 

With heav'nly tranſport fills the breaſt, 


PSAL M XXXVIII. 


I Spare me, Lord, nor o'er my head 
The tulneſs of thy vengeance ſhell, 
Pierc'd by thy ſhafts, great God, I ſtand, 
And feel the preſſure of thy hand. 


2 Thou ſeeſt, from health eſtrang'd, my frame 
The terrors of thy wrath proclaun, 
While conſcious guilt alarms my breaſt, 
And robs my tortur'd joints of reſt. 


3 Whelm'd with a weight of fins T mourn, 
A weight too heavy to be borne ; 
My wounds, whoſe ſmart thoſe fins repays, 
The wide- infected air betrays. 


4 See! bow'd, from morn to eve, with woe, 
And, wrapt in ſackcloth drear, Igo; 
My reins with hi'{den torments wrung, 
Each limb diſeas d, each nerve unſtrungs 


5s Aloud my ſuff rings I bemoan, 
And fainting pour the frequent groanz 
But Thou, eie yet my groans proceed, 
My griefs and inmoſt wiſh canſt read. 


6 Bchold my heart with anguiſh torn, 
My ftreogth with long affliction worn, 
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And ſtretch'd !efore my waſted fight 14 
The ſhadows of approaching night. 5 
C 
7 Each kind conſoler cf iny care, Bu 
(Who wont my plenteous bord to ſhare) 
With p.tying eve, with filent gaze, 15 N 
My aite:'d hncaments ſurveys 1 
| 
$ M, Friend*, and next Allies by birth, An 
(Once kind Companions ut wy muth, | 
Wren wing'd with health the moments flew, } | x6 J 
My griets with diitaut hurror view, | = 
0 
| I 
9 With fnares my foe: beſet my way, 
Intent on death throughout the day 125 C 
With fi rceſt lage my name revile, Thi 
And diſcipline their thoughts to guile : Gor 
But 


10 Invented crimes, and taunts ſevere, 
With feadicit patience, Lord, I hear, 
Unmov'd, as One who deaf and mute 
Nor cenſure feels, nor can refute: 


11 For Thou, beſt Advocate, art nigh ; W 
On Thee, great God, my hopes rely; His! 
O vindicate my fame from wiong, S 
And ſilence the reproachful tongue. 

2 His 

12 Thou know'ſt the tenour of my pray'r ; And 
O let me not their infults bear: 

Bui hear, and to my foul diſplay Adm 
Thy Metcy's all-enliv'ning ray. Thei 

13 Mark, when my ſteps have chanc'd to ſlide, 

The ſhuts that rite on ev'ry fide, 3 os 


An, echoing through the wounded air, 
Tue tiumphs of their heart declare. | ' 


_ 


PS ALM XXXVIII. 23 


14 Thou ſeeſt how prone to lapſe my feet, 
What woes my «yes inceſſant meet; 
Nor thuns my ful its guilt to con, 
But ſlorrowing bows betore thy throne. 


15 How ſtrong, how num'rous, are the foes 
That unprevok'd my peace oppole, 
Their veins with healta's full current warm, 
And ſtrung with active might their arm! 


x6 III for my Good return'd I find, 
Nor know from aught (but that, inclin'd 
To Good, their deeds 1 ſhun, ) to date 
T he ground of their prepoſt'rous hate. 


17 O let me, rais'd by Thee, no more 
The abſence of thine aid deplore ; 
God of my lite, recede not tar, 

But haſte and make that life thy care. 


PSALM XL, 


1 WI. patient hope my God I ſought; 
He to his Suppliant's want his thought 


In happieſt hour apply'd : 
He from the dark and miry pit 
High on the rock has rais'd my feet; 
Nor tear my ſteps to ſlide. 


2 His praiſe inſpires my grateful tongue, 
And dictates to my lips a ſong 
In ftrains unheard before. 
Admiring crouds his work ſhall ſee, 
Their ſtrength on Him repoſe with Me, 
With Me his name adore, 


3 Bleſt, who in Thee, great God, confide, 
Nor madly truſt the arm of pride, 
And hclps that but betray, 
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an 


I 


Thy Mercies, Lord, all praiſe ſurmount, 
Nor numbers can their ſum recount, 
Nor words their worth diſplay. 


Nor S-crifice thy Love can win, 

Nor Off rings from the ſtain ot tin 
Obnoxious Man ſhall clear: 
Thy hand my mortal frame prepares, 
(Thy hand, whole ſignature it bears,) 

And opes my willing ear. 


And, ſince the Blood of Victims ſlain, 

And hallow'd Gifts, attempt in vain 
T aveit th' Offender's doom, 

Myſelf the atonement will provide; 

Lo! (tonch'd with pity, thus I cry'd,) 
I come, my God, I come. 


Thy Book, by ſacred Bards unroll'd, 
My full obedience has foretold 
To Thy myſterious Will. 
His juſt aſſent thy Servant gives, 
Tay words my Breatt with joy receives, 
My Hands with zeal fulfil. 


The faithful Witneſs to thy fame, 
Aloud thy Juſtice I proclaim 
To AnRtaAanatm's choſen Race: 
My lip-, Thou know'ſt, have ne'er declin'd 
To preach the Theme by Thee injoin'd, 
The Wonders of thy Grace. 


With ftrong defire my boſom glows 

Thy Truth and Mercy to diſcloſe, 
In Man's relief diſplay'd : 

O let that Truth diſpel my woe, 

That Mercy, Lord, around me throw 
Its ail-pruteQting ſhade, 


Let 


K 25 


9 While griefs on griefe my cup have mix'd, 
On earth my downward looks are fix'd; 
The Sins, whoſe weight I hear, 
( Thoſe Sins, that number'd by the eye 
The hairs that ſhade my head outvie,) 
My heart with anguiſh tear. 


20 Haſte to thy Servant's reſcue, haſte ; 
My Soul, by hoſtile numbers chas'd, 
To Thee directs its pray'r. 
In wild confuſion backward borne 
Their wiſh defeated let them mourn, 
And loſt in empty air. 


11 Be ſhame their juſt reward aſſign'd, 
While round me with relentleſs mind 
Derifion's ſhout they raiſe ; 
Thy Bliſs let All who feck thee ſhire, 
And, taught thy Love, that Love declare 
In ſongs of ceaſciels praiſe. 


12 While Theſe in thy Salvation jov, 
Increafing griefs my thought employ, 
And ſpeedieſt aid demand: 
Ty Helper and Redeemer, hear; 
O, inſtant in my cauſe appear, 
And reach thy ſaving hand. 


PS ALM XLVII. 


I RISE, ve People, clap the hand; 
A Exulting ſtrike the chord : 
Let ev'ry Ile, and ev'ry Land, 
Confeſs th' Almighty Lord, 


2 How awful his myſter.ous Name! 
How high advanced his Scat! 
D 


24 PSALM XL. 
Thy Mercies, Lord, all praiſe ſurmount, 


Nor numbers can their ſum recount, 91 
Nor words their worth diſplay. C 
4 Nor S-crifice thy Love can win, ( 
Nor Off rings from the ſtain ot tin | 1 
Obnoxious Man ſhall clear: 
Thy hand my mortal frame prepares, 
(Thy hand, whoſe fignature it bears, ) 20 | 
And opes my willing ear. 5 
5 And, ſince the Blood of Victims ſlain, In 
And hallow'd Gifts, attempt in vain ＋ 
T' avert th' Offender's doom, 
Myſelf the atonement will provide; k 
Lo! (tonch'd with pity, thus I cry'd,) K 1 
I come, my God, I come. 
6 Thy Book, by ſacred Bards unroll'd, 1 
My full obedience has foretold : 
To Thy myſterious Will. b 
His juſt aſſent thy Servant gives, bl 
Tay words my Breaſt with joy receives, Ine 
My Hands with zeal fulfil. | 
: 1 
7 The faithful Witneſs to thy fame, 0 
Aloud thy Juſtice I proclaim a 


To AnRAHAu's choſen Race: 
My lip-, Thou know'ſt, have ne'er declin'd 
To preach the Theme by Thee injoin'd, 

The Wonders of thy Grace. | 


$ With ftrong deſire my boſom glows 
Thy Truth and Mercy to diſcloſe, 
In Man's relief diſplay'd: 
O let that Truth diſpel my woe, 
That Mercy, Lord, around me throw | 
Its all- protecting ſhade, ' 


| PSALM XL. 25 


9g While griefs on griefs my cup have mix'd, 
On earth my downward looks are fix'd ; 
The Sins, whoſe weight I bear, 
(Thoſe Sins, that number'd by the eye 
| The hairs that ſhade my head outvie,) 

My heart with anguiſh tear. 


20 Haſte to thy Servant's reſcue, haſte ; 
A My Soul, by hoſtile numbers chas'd, F 
J To Thee directs its pray'r. 
In wild confuſion backward borne 
Their wiſh defeated let them mourn, 
And loſt in empty air. 


11 Be ſhame their juſt reward aſſign'd, 
While round me with relentleſs mind 
Derifion's ſhout they raiſe ; 
Thy Bliſs let All who ſeck thee ſhire, 
And, taught thy Love, that Love declare 
In ſongs of ceaſeleſs praiſe. 


12 While Theſe in thy Salvation jov, 
Incteaſing griefs my thought employ, 
And ſpeedieſt aid demand: 
My Helper and Redeemer, hear ; 
O, inſtant in my cauſe appear, 


And reach thy ſaving hand. 


PSALM XLVII. 


| I RISE, ve People, clap the hand; 
Exulting ſtrike the chord: 
Let ev'ry Ille, and ev'ry Land, 
Confeſs th' Almighty Lord, 


2 How awful his myſter.ous Name! 
How high advanc'd his Scat! 
D 


2 PS AL M XLII. 


Who bal the Nations own cur claim, 
And calts th:m at our feet. 


3 He to our lot a Land aſſiga'd, 
His favour'd Jacor's boaſt, 
And Hleit with gifts of various kind 
Her hcalth-incircled coaſt. 


4 Hear, while the ſhouts wide-cchoing round 

Th' aſcending God proclaim, | * 

The anſw'ring trump through Heav'n reſound, £1 
And ſhake it's vaulted frame. 


5 Sing to our God; in loudeſt ſtrain 
| P'erpe tual prailes ling : 5 \W; 
O'cr Earth's wide bounds extends his reign ; 
O praiſe our God and King. 


6 Prepare, prepare, with tuneful art, 
In one aſſembled throng, Am 
Your ſhares of harmony to part, | 


And raiſ: the Heav'n-taught Song. 
| 5s Suc! 
7 His ſcay the Sons of human kind © 
With humbleſt homage own; Ty: 
And SanQlity with Pow'r combin'd 
Supports his laſtiag throne. 6 Lond 
8 Kings from afar conven'd behold, | Th 
Wioſe breatts with zeal have glow'd, . 
Among the tribes to ſtand inroll'd, 
1 hat buw to ABRAHaM's God. 7 Thric 
I 
9 For He, whoſe hands amid the ſkies That 
A Th eternal ſcepter wield, ' 1 
o Earth's whole race his care applies 8 Wh 
And der them ſpreads the ſhicld, * 7 
5 


1 


13 


C8773 
PS ALM .XLVIT. 
REAT is our God: With warmeſt zeal 
O let his name be bleſt, 


W ubin the precincts of his Hill, 
Aud City of his relt, 


1 


Fair is that Hill; how wond'rous fair! 
Imperial Stox's Seat: 

There centers, Earth, thy Joy, and there 
Its meaſure owns complete. 


Her Walle, while there his lov" receis 
he Northern Heav'n ſurveys, 
With ſafety God vouchfaſes to biet, 
And pleas'd her ſcepter ſways. 


Eartli's haughty Monarchs thither came; 
They came, they ſaw, they fled. 

Amazement ſhook their inmoſt frame, 
And undiflembled dread. 


Such fears they ſhare as Matrons find 
That feel the increaſing throe, 

Struck by that God, whoſe ſhatt'ring wind 
Thy Ships, O THaRs1s, know. 


Lord ! what our ears long fince have known, 
Our eyes delighted trace, 
Thy Love in long ſucceſſion ſhown 
To SALEM's chofen race. 


Thrice bleſt Abode ! whoſe ev'ry tow'r 
By Thee ſupported ſtands, 

That God whote wide-extended pow'r 
Th' ethereal Hoſt commands. 


3 When proſtrate at thy hallow'd Shrine, 


Thy mercies each ſurveys, 


* 
— 
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Tranſported with the view, we join 
In wonder, love, and praile. 


9 Thy Name, through Earth's wide confines ſpread, 
Eternal honours crown ; 
Each ſentence by thy hand decreed 
Fair Juſtice tamps her own. 


10 Let S10N's Heav'n-devoted Mount 
With ſhouts of triumph ring, 
And JuDan's Daughters pleas'd recount 
The Judgments of her King. 


11 Go, walk her ſacred ſtreets along, 
And let her tow'rs be told ; 
With curious eye her bulwarks ſtrong 
And beauteous domes behold. 


12 So ſhall the fair deſcription laſt, 
Preſerv'd in full record, 
And tell what glories once have grac'd 
The Seat of Jacor's Lord. 


13 To Him our thankful heart ſhall bow, 
Nor own a God beſide; 
To life's laſt period Him avow 
The ever faithful Guide. 


PSALM. LIL. 
1 11 Tyrant, boaſts thy heart the pow'r 


To work a Brother's woe; 
While God his mercy bis each hour 
In ſtreams unmeaſur'd flow? 


2 With joy thy tongue, to falſhood prone, 
Its venom deals around ; 
Nor razor ſharpen'd on a ſtone 


Inflicts ſo deep a wound, 


read, 


PS AL. M III. 


3 Thy lips far readier Ill than Good 
And Lies than Truth have fought; 
Nor e er has word that aim'd at bivuld 
Unweicum'd met thy thought. 


4 But God whoſe wrath thy crimes inflame, 
Shall pluck thee from thy home, 
Root from the iand of lite thy name, 
And ical thy changclels doom. 


5 The Juſt, with thankful awe poſicis'd, 
Shall view thy blaſted pride, 
And, from their fierceſt toe re!eas'd, 
Thy impious boaſts deride. 


6 * Lo there the Wretch in treſpaſs bold, 
Who God's ſupport diſdain'd, 
And on his heaps of treaſur'd gold 
His frantic hope ſuſtain'd.“ 


7 Freſh as the verdant olive, I 
Within thy Courts ſhall ſtand, 
And, fix'd, indulgent Lord, rely 
On thy protecting hand. 


3 Thy Acts my praiſe ſhall ever claim, 
Thy Name, amidſt my woes, 


(How grateful to thy Saints that Name!) 


My ev'ry fear compoſe. 


PSALM LIV. 


a HY Name my ſtedfaſt heart avows; 
Do Thou my injur'd cauſe eſpouſe, 
And be thy Strength my aid: 
My plaints, eternal Monarch, hear, 
And let them by thy pitying ear 
Wich full regard be weigh'd. 
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For Nations frem thy fear eſtrang'd, 
With I vrants fierce, againſt me rang'd, 
My guiltlets foul purſue : 
But midi my helpers Heav'n's high Lord 
Shall tand, and faithful to his word 
Each adveric pow'r ſubdue. 


O let my heart, their rage repell'd, 
Iticit a wilting ole-ring yield; 

To Lice 1s pratic ſhall flow, 
While to my thought thy Mercies riſe, 
1 hat gave me with exulting cyes 

To l:c my proſtrate foe, 


PS ATL. M LXX. 


AST to my aid, my Saviour, haſte; 
Mu Saul, by hoſtile nnmbers chas'd, 
To Three dinects its pray'r: 
In wild contuſion backward borne 
Their wiſh detcated let them mourn, 
And loit in empty air. 


Be ſhame their juſt reward aſſign'd, 

While round me with relentleſs mind 
Deriſion's ſhout they raiſe : 

Thy bliſs let all who ſeek thee ſhare, 

And. taught thy Love, that Love declare, 
In lungs of ceaſeleſs praiſe. 


While Theſe in thy Salvation joy, 
Increaſing griefs my thought employ, 
And ſpecdieſt aid demand, 
My Helper and Redeemer, hear; 
Q, inſtant in my cauſe appear, 
And teach thy ſaving hand, 


t3 


— 
/ 
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— 


ORD! to my wants thy ear inciine 3 
Behold me; as with grief I pine 3 
My hope confirm, and guard from ill 
| A tout iubjetted to thy Will, 


From rifing to declining day 
To Thee with fervent lip I pray: 
Propitions, to thy fervant's heart 
Thy chearing influence impart. 


3 To Thee, to Thee I vent my care, 
I know thre, Lord, nor ſlow to ſpare, 
Nor weak to vindicite from harm, 
{he Souls with pure devotion warm. 


4 My days with forrow cloude! o'er, 
Thy wonted fuccours I implore : 
Regard me, gracious ; nor furbear 
Tue voice of my requeſt to hear. 


5 What pow'r, great God, ſhall boaſt a name 
Like thine ? like Thee our homage claim ? 
Or who, among the Seats divine, 

Sha!l boaſt or pow'r or works like thine ? 


6 Behold, their Maker taught to own, 
Earth's future Sons before thy throne 
In Sto ſuppliant kneel, and raiſe 
TolsRAEL's God their joyful Lays. 


1 


Eternal Excellence! Thy hand 
At will ſhall Nature's pow'rs command; 
Thy wonders, through her confines wide, 
She ſpeaks, nor owns a God beſide, 


32 PSALM LXXXVI. 


$ O gie me, Lord, thy paths to tread, 


Ard, while thy Truth mv fteps ſhall lead, 5 
(The faithful Guide by Thee aflign'd,) 
Iain to thy fear iny willing mind. 1 
Hf 
9 My hezrt, by ſacred zeal impell'd, 
To Thee the grateful ſong ſhall yield; | 1 
My tongue, the witneſ« of thy fame, B 
Tay boundlels Glory ſhall proclaim. N 
= 
10 Long as I breathe the vital air, 
Thy Love my loudeſt praiſe ſhail ſhare, BY 
Whoſe aid my foul with health has crown'd, H 
And ſnatch'd me from the pit profound. p | 
A 
11 Thou ſeeſt, my God, the Sons of Pride, 
In leagues of violence allied, BY 
( Thy fear behind them thrown) my way ' 1 
Surround, and mark me for their prey: Ww 
A 
11 But well my great Preſerver knows 
To weigh and to relieve my woes; 5 F 
Suſtain'd by thy almighty aid, T 
What danger can my foul invade? | oy 
13 Long is thy patience, flow thine ire | Vi 
Eternal Mercy, mightielt Sire, [ 
Thy word (on that my truſt I build ;) f 
And unrepeating Truth have ſcal d. 
I 
14 My griefs with tend'reſt pity view, 1 
With ſtrength thy Servant's heart renew, vy 
And inſtant from th' expecting grave 
The Offspring of thy Handmaid ſave. Bu 
15 O grant me, Lord, ſome fav'ring ſign, Be 


Some pledge that may beſpeak me Thine, 
That, ſtung with ſhame, my toes may fee 
What Aid, what Bliſs, I boalt in Thee. 


1 
PSALM-C; 


E Tribes of Earth, in God rejoice, 

His preſence hail with thankful voice; 
To him your withag homage pay, 
And ware the tributary lay. 


2 Submiſſive to his Will, in him 

Brehuld the Ged of Gods ſuprune : 

Nor Lords, with Him, nor Gods beſide, 
The honduts of his Throne divide. 


3 With conſcious wonder oft ſurvey'd, 
He, not ouriclves, our frame has made: 
The ſubjects of his pow'r we (ſtand, 
The ſheep that own his guiding hand. 


4 O, enter then his gates with praiſe, 
To Him your loudeſt accents raile, 
With grateful hearts his Love proclaim, 
And biels, O bleis, his awiul Name. 


5s For Truth in Him and Mercy live: 
That Truth hal Time itteif ſurvive; 
T nat Mercy th:ough the length of days 
Unclouded puur its healing rays. 


* —— 


PS ALM CI. 


1 God above from all below 
Let hymns ot praiſe aſcend; 
VV noſe Bleſſings uncxbaulted low, 
Whole Mercy knows no end. 
But chicf by Thoſe his name be bleſt, 
To whom his aid he gave; 
Beheld them by the ce oppreſs' , 
And reach'd his arm to ſave, 


E 
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2 To Fat, to Weſt, to South, to North, 
Conimn'd a whije to roam, 
His hand in pity brought them forth, 
And cail'd the wand'rers home. 
Behold them der the Deſert ſtray, 
1 A he Iplels, hopeleſs, Train: 
| Some City where their ſteps to ſtay, 
"They ſeck, but {eek in vain. 


: * 


?P'S ALM el. 


I Y Soul with ſacred zeal inſpir'd, 
Shall wake to God rhe thankful ſtrain, 
In ſecret with his Saints retit'd, 
And *midit fair Stos's crouded fane. 
Great arc his Works: With ſtudious aim 


His Act ſhail higheſt honour claim, 
His Equity for ever laſt. 


2 His Wonders to the grateful ſenſe 

In tweet memorial ſtand confelt : 
For boundleſs grace his hands diſpenſe, 

An tend'reſt pity warms his breatt. 
His Love the Souls to him allied, 

With food of heav'nly growth has fill'd, 
Nor ſuffers from his thought to ſlide, 

Tue Promiſe to his People lcal'd, 


PSAL M CxVII. 


ET thy various Realms, O Farth, 
Praiſcs yield to Heav'n's high Lord ; j 
raiſe him All of human birth, 
And his wond'rous Ads record, 


Euch faithful heart thoiz Works has trac : 


| f1 


4a* 
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Sce luis M-rcy o'er our Land 
Spread its cver-heanog wing, 
And 11 Tliuth through 4828 tan ; 
Praiſe, O pra.te, ih sternal King. 


PS ALM CA1III. 


IF T your voice, an} thankful 1 
Pro1iys 19 your ; eien y Kut, 
For his Mercies tir een, 
Aud his Bounty knows no ond. 


I32AEL, thy Crentor blefe, 
And with jorous ton Te canfell, 
That his Mercics far eaxwnd, 
And lus Bounty Kung yt; no end. 


AA rox 2e W chaſen ine 
Grateful in th' val join, 
Tut his => Sek far extend, 
Aud his Bounty knows no end. 


Ye who make his Wil! +aur care, 
Wuün afſenting voice declare, 
That his Mercies tir extend, 
And his Bounty Knuws no cud, 


FSA L M-'CXX. 


God I cry'd, with anguiſh Kung, 
Nor formed 1 tevi.l.1: bray'r. 
O lave me from the leing tong e, 


And lips ca Would 110 are. 


Thou Child of Guit, to taltchood bred, 


Say, what fall be thine end? 
Sce kecnett ar;ows ver thy head, 
And quenchleis coals, mpcad, 
E 2 
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2 Ah! Woc is Me, to Mskch's ſeat 

And Krtpak's tents confin'd ; 

Perpetual inſult doom'd to meet 
From men of reitleſs mind. 

When offers mild of Peace I make; 
And friendlieſt terms prepare, 

My words their flumb'ring rage awake, 
And arm them for the War. 


PS ALM CXXI. 


x O! from the Hills my help deſcends ; 
To Them I litt mine eyes. 
My ſtrength on Him alone depends, 
Who form'd the Earth and Skies, 


2 He, ever watchful, ever nigh, 
Forbids thy feet to flide ; 
Nor fleep nor ſlumber ſeals the eye 
Of ISRAEL's Guard and Guide, 


3 He at thy hand, array'd in might, 
His ſhield ſhall o'er thee ſpread ; 
Nor Sun by day, nor Moon by night, 
Shall hurt thy favour'd head. 


6 Safe ſhalt thou go, and ſafe return, 
While He thy life defends, 
Whoſe eyes thy ev'ry ſtep diſcern, 
Whole Mercy never ends. 


PSAL M CXXII. Fiss r Paxr. 


1 HE feſtal Morn, my God, is come, 
That calls me to thy honour'd Dome, 
Thy preſence to adore : 
My feet the ſummons ſhall attend, 
With willing ſteps thy Courts aſcend, 
And tread the hallow'd floor, 


| 


PSAL M CxxXII. 


2 Ev'n now to our tranſported eyes 


Fair S10N's tow'rs in proſpect rite 
Within her gates we ſtand : 
And, lott in wonder and delight, 
Behold her happy Sons unite, 
In friendſhip's firmeſt band. 


Hither from JUDAn's utmoſt end 

The Heav'n- protected Tribes aſcend ; 
Their off'rings hither bring; 

Here, eager to atteſt their joy, 

In hymns of praiſe their tongues empicy, 
And hail th' immortal King. 


PS ALM CXXII. Second PaRT. 


E Peace by all implor'd on Thee, 
O SALEM, while with endes knee 
To Jacos's God we pra 
How blett, who calls himſelf by Friend ! 
Succeſs his labour ſhail attend, 
And ſafety guard his way. 


O may'ſ thou, free from hoſtile fear, 
Nor the loud voice of tumult hear, 
Nor war's wild waſtes deplore : 
May Plenty nigh thee take her ſtand, 
And in thy Courts with javiſh hand 
Diſtribute all her ſtore. 


Seat of my Friends and Brethren, hail } 

How can my tongue, O SALEn, fail 
To bleſs thy lov'd Abode ? 

How ceaſe the zeal that in me glows 

Thy good to ſeek, whoſe walls incloſe 
The Manſion of my God ? 


1 


6 1 
PS AL M Cxxvl. 


i» 
7 


t TS this a Dream? amaz'd we cry'd, 
When lad by their celeſtial Guide, 
Fair Stox's captive Tribes again | 
B-lid ter late deforted plain. 
Then {orili ts laughter burſt each tongue, 5 
And ſongs ot loudeſt triumph ſung. Net 


1 
— 
1 * 
— 


2 Tue tions round, with ſecret awe, Ble 
The mighty wen admiring ſaw: af 
And. Great (they crv'd.) the Gift beſtow'd . 
« On Theſe, ine favour'd of their God!“ 
40, great the Gift!“ Our hearts rejoin, 
nd joytul Licls the hand divine. | 


3 Let thoſe, whoſe exiie ſtil! we mourn, 
Beneuth thy conduct, Lord, return, 
Faſt us the cojons torrents glide, 
When, to its vacant bud their tide, 
Reſto: ing, ver the waſtes they run, 
That burn bencath the ſouthern Sun. 
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- 


4 Let ſcenes of Hope cur thought employ : 
| Vino ſo in tears ſrall reap in joy. O 
Ine weeping Hind, wavle dubious hand 
Now ttrews with grain the furrow'd land, 
Shall humeward ſoon cxulting bear 


| 1e Bulliags of the loaded year. $. 24 
E. 
PS AL M CXXVII. 
1 Race by God unbleſt who rear, 4 Ti 
| A fruit]-ts toil ſuſtain; 
It God to Hhicll tt: own forbear, Ex 


4 ic Waicoman wakes in Vain, 


) PSALM CXXVII. 


1» 


Why riſe Ye early, late take reſt, 
And cat the bread of care? 

The bahn of fleep, his gift confeſty 
lis Children Chy mare. 


Know tco thy Sons, that round thee ſtand, 
A gitt by Him prepar'd ; 

Ner ar: 4 in the Giant's hand 
Cen vicld ſo ſure a guard, 


VL? 


4 DBleſt, who his quiver ſtores with Tneſe 
When hotile troops are ncar, 
His gate the ftorm 2ppronching ſees 
Yet ſees without a fear. 


1 PSALM CA 


1 1 Thee from out the Deeps T pray, 
With hcaviet wocs opprets'd : 

( Lord. let thine ears attentive weigh 

The voice of iny requeit, 


If from the Sons of human Hirth 
Tho wraih its debt demand, 

O who, throughout the propled earth, 
E-ncath that wrath ſhall Hand? 


v2 


v3 


But Sin's worſt wounds thy Mercy heals: 
As down its pow'rs d eteend, 

The grateful Soul their influence feels, 
And trembles to offend. 


4 Thee, Lord, I ſcek, the Wiſe, the Juſt; 
Mv Soul, by Thee uphe:d, 
Expectant waits (thy Word its truſt,) 

Till Thou tay beams ſhalt yield, 


( 40 ) 


PSALM CXXXIIL 


\ OVW bleſt the ſight, the joy how ſweet, 
When Brothers join'd with Brothers meet 
In bands of mutual Love! 
Leſs tweet the liquid fragrance, ſhed 
On AazoX's conlkcratcd head, 
Ran trickling from above, 


> And reach'd his beard, and reach'd his veſt : 
Leſs ſweet the Dews on HEratoss breait 
Or S10N's Hill defcend :; 
That Hiil has God with Bleſſings crown'd, 
Tuacre promis'd Grace that knows no bound, 
Ind Life that knows no end. 


PS AL M CXXXIV. 


t E Servants of th' eternal King, 
Your grateful hymns triumphant ſing: 
To you I call, the cholen Band, 
Who take amid his Courts your ſtand, 
While, gliding round the dulky pole, 
1 he (tarry Orbs in ſilence ro!1, 


2 Within his Temple's vaulted frame 
With litted hands his praiſe proclaim, 
And He, may He, whoſe pow'r has made 
The Earth, and Heav'n's wide arch dilplay'd, 
From ſacred $10N bid thee prove 
The Bleſſings of his buundlcts Love. 


PS ALM CXLV. 


I HEE will I bleſs, my God and King, 
Nor ceaſe thy wond'rous :\cts to ſing. 
From eatlictt morn to lateſt eve 
Thy praiſes on my tongue ſhall live; 


—— 


PSALM CXLV. 41 


To Thee my harp ſhall wake each ſtring, 
Nor ceaſe thy wong'rous Acts to ling. 


2 


met | 2 Great is our God: In vain our praiſe 
| 


His Excellence in equal lays 
| Would celebrate; in vain the Mind 
Its height, its depth, eſſays to find. 
Age to ſucceeding age thy Might 
Shall ſpeak, thy Works, bleſt Lord, recite, 


3 My tongue thy glory ſhall proclaim, 
T he fairnful witneis of thy tame, 
Bid Contemplation's inmoſt thought 
I, Survey the wonders thou hait wruught, 
And with aſſenting myriads join 
To bleſs the Majeity divine, 


5 GLORIA- PATRYI. 


I, 


| O Father, Son, and Spirit bleſt, 

Be praiſe in Heav'n and Earth addreſs'd, 
As was, and is, and yet ſhall be, 
4, When Time its lateſt hour ſhall ſee, 


II. 


To Father, Son, and Spirit bleſt, 

Be praiſe in loudeſt notes addreſs'd, 

Such praile as from th' Angelic Choirs, 
And Saints whoſe zeal like theirs inſpires, 
In Heav'n above and Earth below 

Still flows, and ſhall w ever flow, 
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GLORIA PAT IXI. 


III. 


AI! Glory to th' Eternal Three; 

Thee Father; Thee, O Son; and Thee, 
The Spirit ever bleſt: 

That Glory, which through ages paſt 

Unchang'd has ſtood, and yet ſhall laſt, 
When Time has ſunk to reſt. 


IV. 


Be Glory to th' Eternal Three 
Aſcrib'd, and higheſt Praife, 

As was, and is, and (ti;] ſhail be 
Beyond the end ct days. 


Ta 


To th' Eternal Three be giv'n 

Praiſe on Earth, and Praiſe in Heay': ; 
Such as was through ages palt, 

Is, and ſhall for ever laſt. 


